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places. In the Liteiny I distinguished the tall outline of
what was once the Army and Navy Club. In 1916 I had
come here to hear Skriabin's Extase conducted by Kusse-
vitzky. We all went frantic over it then. Tastes change*
Recently in Moscow, with the Poeme de PEatfase in the second
part of the programme, I had heard an old lady say in the
interval to another old lady, "My dear, let's get away from
the Extase!"

We turned into the Nevsky. The dim outline of the
Alexandrinka was on the left, and of the Public Library, and
the Gostiny Dvor, and then of the Kazan Cathedral, with
its colonnade modelled after St. Peter's in Rome. And in
front of us was the tall needle spire of the Admiralty.

Just before reaching the Admiralty the car stopped and
our colonel stepped out and asked us to wait. He dis-
appeared into a dimly lit doorway, with two soldiers with
bayonets outside. Dangulov and I stepped out of the car
and walked up and down the smooth clean pavement. We
were right in the heart of Leningrad. Before us were trees,
and above them, the graceful shape of the Admiralty with its
needle spire. All was quiet except for an occasional tramcar
that rattled past, usually quite empty, with two dim coloured
liglits in front, and for the sound of an occasional motor horn.
Then, through the stillness of the Leningrad night a loud-
speaker began to talk along the Nevsky Prospect : " This is
to-night's communique..." More successes in all directions.
The houses on either side of the Nevsky looked dark and
enormously strange, it felt like being in a great European
city.

I still couldn't make out the driver's face, but his voice
sounded younger than I had thought at first. " Bad business,
driving at night," he said. " I stick strictly to the regulations,
but the militia still make a row about the headlights every
time they have a chance. Them militia girls are very
funny." "Have you been in Leningrad these last two
years?" I asked. "Yes," he said, "since the start. It's
good to be heroes, but we could all do with a spot of ordinary